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I shall always lack self-assertion — I stayed on and this happened.
There was no regular heavy actress that season, and the old woman was a tiny little rag of a creature, not bigger than a doll. Mr. E. L. Davenport was to open in " Othello." Mrs. Effie Ellsler was to play the young Desdemona and I was to go on for Emilia. Mr. Davenport was a man of most reckless speech, but he was, too, an old friend of the Ellslers, calling them by their first names and meeting them with hearty greetings and many jests. So, when in the middle of a story to Mrs. Ellsler at rehearsal, the call came for Othello, Desdemona, and lago, she exclaimed: " Excuse me, Ned, they are calling us," but he held her sleeve and answered, " Not you — it's me/' and glancing hurriedly about, his eye met mine, and he added pleasantly, " You, my dear; they're calling Desdemona"
I stood still. Mrs. Ellsler's round, black eyes snapped, but this man who blundered was a star and a friend. She tossed her head and petulantly pushed him from her toward the stage. He went on, and at the end of his speech:
" This only is the witchcraft I have used; Here comes the lady, let her witness it."
he turned to face Mrs. Ellsler entering with lago and her attendants. Looking utterly bewildered, he exclaimed: " Why, for God's sake, Effie, you are not going on for Desdemona, are you ? "
Perhaps his dissatisfaction may be better understood if I mention that a young man twenty-three years old, who took tickets at the dress-circle door, called Mrs. Ellsler mother, and that middle-aged prosperity expressed itself in a startling number of inches about the waist of her short little body. Though her feet and hands were small in the extreme, they could not counteract the effect of that betraying stodginess of figure. Mrs. Ellsler, in answer to that rude question, laughed, and said: " Well,'